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THE A L DINE. 



of the temptations 1 resisted and at last yielded to 
can only interest myself. Your pardon. I retire." 

He stepped toward the door, then stopped. 

"We shall see each other no more," said he in a 
broken voice. "The farewell I now take may be as 

that of a dying man. Sir, I had hoped Oh ! that 

she might look at me again ! " 

He stopped and looked at Mr. Burns; but the lat- 
ter had bent his eyes to the ground. 

" I understand," said Edward, crushed. " You 
judge me unworthy of this last favor. Only those 
who are pure can demand pity." 

He bowed and was about to depart, when Fanny 
entered. Her hair was in disorder and her eyes 
burned and flashed with the fire of fever. Launay 
uttered a cry. Mr. Burns ran to his daughter. 

" What seek you, Fanny? " he cried. "Return." 

"Ah ! sir, do not deny me this last sad joy," said 



Fear nothing. I will not accept the sacrifice of 
this angel ; I cannot accept it. I would not live 
poor; have you thought I would live poor and dis- 
honored ? Take your daughter, sir. Do you not see 
that the poison was sure, and that I die ? " 

Fanny uttered a cry ; she leaned toward Launay, 
whose knees began to sink beneath him, and caught 
him in her arms. Edward smiled, placed his hand 
over his heart, and letting fall his head upon her 
bosom, expired. 



HALBERSTADT CATHEDRAL. 

It seems not long — though in reality more years 
ago than we like to think — since we stood, one pleas- 
ant afternoon, on the northern slope of the Harz 
mountains, above Wernigerode, and looked off over 
the fertile plain toward the quaint, sleepy old town 



in fancy, the dim old aisles re-echoing to the iron 
tread of the mail-clad lanzkncchts who, under Tilly 
and Wallenstein, Gustavus Adolphus and Mansfeld, 
alternately swept in ravage and desolation over the 
exhausted and terrified country; while, not many 
miles off, the bristling battlements of Magdeburg 
recall the most terrible and bloody picture — its 
sacking, by Tilly, in 1531 — of that terrible and 
bloody struggle. 



The Temple of Minerva.— Every tourist in 
Rome, prying about the narrow, dark, but populous 
streets at the back of the Forum and Baths of Con- 
stantine, or in the full career of his vettura, on the 
way to the Coliseum, has, at some time or other, 
chanced on the picturesque bit of ruin given in our 
illustration. The two columns probably belonged to 
the Eorum Traiisitoriwii, in the center of which 




HARK !— After Hammer. 



Launay. Fanny burst into tears. He turned toward 
her. 

" Miss Fanny, be blessed for ever for these tears. I 
dared not hope to see you again." 

" I have heard all ! " she sobbed. 

" You scorn me then ? " 

For sole reply, she ran to his arms. Launay held 
her there until Mr. Burns, recovering from the stupor 
caused by her sudden movement, seized his daugh- 
ter's arm violently and tried to tear her from the 
embrace of Edward ; but Fanny resisted. 

"Leave me, father!" she exclaimed, deliriously. 
"I have promised him. I will not leave him." 

" Fanny, you are mad. Sir, on your head, release 
your hold upon that girl ! " 

" Hear me, father. Abandon me and let me follow 
him. Say that to-day I died : this white robe is my 
shroud. Adieu, my father, your illustrious name 
shall not suffer. I am no more the daughter of a 
prince, but the wife of Edward Launay." 

Mr. Burns could support this spectacle no longer. 
Carried away, he seized Fanny with one hand and 
raised the other menacingly at Edward. 

"No violence, sir," said the latter, with an effort. 



of Halberstadt, whose gray towers and walls were 
just lit up by the last rays of the setting sun. We 
were a peripatetic, but, just then, very foot-sore party 
of Berlin students, on a foot tour through the Harz ; 
and the next morning, tired of scrambling about the 
Brocken and the Rosstrappe, the writer took his 
ticket and a place in the second class at the Halber- 
stadt station, for Magdeburg and Berlin. Before 
leaving, however, we had time for a glance at the old 
Cathedral, one of the most beautiful specimens of 
mediaeval architecture in North Germany. It is in 
very pure Gothic style, large, and extremely solemn 
and impressive in its whole aspect, both within and 
without. One of the most interesting objects in the 
interior is a magnificent screen, in florid Gothic, sepa- 
rating the nave from the choir; and among the art 
treasures it has to show are some fine old pictures of 
the early German school — in particular a Crucifixion, 
by Raphon, dating from 15 10. The cathedral itself 
was begun as early as the middle of the thirteenth 
century, and finished about the middle of the four- 
teenth. The whole neighborhood, to the historical 
student, is redolent with associations of the Thirty 
Years' War. It needs no great imagination to hear, 



stood the Temple of Minerva; and the bitot portico, 
now extant, appropriately bears on the front of the 
attic, above the frieze, a full length statue of the 
goddess. The columns, in the engraving, appear at 
little more than half their real height; as the ground 
is filled up many feet high by the ruins of ancient 
buildings and the accumulated rubbish of ages. The 
sculptures of the frieze are very interesting and beau- 
tiful, typifying the arts practised by Minerva ; and the 
whole ruin, though of a late period in art, is one of 
the most valuable among the fast crumbling relics 
of antiquity in the Eternal City. 

* 

Magdalen, by Carl Hubner.— This artist is es- 
pecially skilful in scenes of domestic life with all 
their quiet humor and simple pathos. In the pres- 
ent picture we have the settled sorrow and life-long 
repentance of a soul which has loved not wisely but 
too well. Doubtless the consolations of contempla- 
tive piety are often soothing to a spirit tortured, 
like poor Magdalen's, with bitter shame and re- 
morse ; but is that the healthiest religion which 
leaves it no other resort — the most enlightened so- 
ciety, that which" forces it from every other hold ? 
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